



































THE ewe CASKET. 


“With sweetest flowers enrich’d, 
From various gardens cull’d with care.” 

















BY CHARLES CANDID. 














Saturday, March 21.... 1812. ~ No. 16. 


—_——— - --— ame — = 


ORIGINAL PAPERS. 














eeeeeeeoeer ee eeeeee 


ROVER.......Wo. I. 
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Sin CHARLES, | 
WE shall offer no labored apology for intruding 
ourselves upon the public. We have the same right to 
swell the volumes of nonsense, that the quack Doctor 
has to administer his ostruwms. Our labors are the 
Printer’s profit—his the grave-digger’s. We were born 
of fortune ; cradled in the lap of time ; educuted in the 
school of misfortune ; and accompanied to old age by 
all the vicissitudes of human life. Do not start at the 
conclusion of the last sentence; for we have actually 
been DEAD, or REPORT is a liar. Impute not to us, 
' Be therefore, the foolish desire of being accounted authors. 
> Charge us not with writing from motives of malice or 
revenge. It is indeed true, that all interlopers are both 
uncivil and unwelcome guests ; but, it by no means fol- 

lows, that they are either fools, madmen, ghosts or devils. 

We profess to be christians, and men of honor: but be- 
ware! Many a foul fiend has been found under the cos- 
tume and visor of a Saint, poisoning the streams of mo- 
rality, and contaminating the sanctuary of innecence. 

But we trust that the record of time, upon our bleached 

4 heads—our furrowed cheeks—haggard visage, and 
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trembling joints—all, all can witness that we are no im. 
postors. 

Our name is our character. The remainder of oy: 
history, though worderful and highly interesting to eve. 
ry body, except ourselves, is a profound secret. But, 
Sir Charles, lest some plodding knave should hereafter 
worm it out, we are determined shortly to commit it to 
a few choice friends, with solemn injunctions not to com- 
municate it to any except their bosom confidants. 

Inquire not our places of residence. It will be breath 
spent in vain: for, like modern folks of modern habits, 
we are seldom to be found at home. 

Now, with divine permission, we intend to follow the 
Jashions of the day, and the /overs of fashion too, even to 
the treading upon their heels. Having a plenty of sta- 
tionary, good ink; fine pencils, and the best of Dutch and 
American quills ; and a few sets of old fashioned HEaps, 
which serve as lumber garrets, wherein are choice col- 
lections of likenesses ofall sorts and sizes and conditions 
of people, we propose every Saturday morning, to give 
a public exhibition ; where, in due succession, may be 
seen some of the most striking features, propensities, 
dispositions, habits and manners that are to be met with 
upon the stage of human life. 

It is indeed an ungracious service to drag from their 
lurking places, the monsters of depravity, and exhibit 
them, naked and deformed as they are, to the derision 
and contempt of an indignant world. No man of sensi- 
bility can wallow through the filth of pollution, and 
sound the depths of vice, from any considerations of 
earthly honor. ‘The sight of miseries, such as these, 1s 
enough to chiil the spirit of treason, or freeze the blood, 
ei palsy the assassin’s arm. How excruciating then 

ust be the tortures of the humane and benevolent, 
while thus contemplating the dreadfulest state of mor- 
talexistence. Nor silver, nor gold, nor popular applause 
can ease the aching vision, or soothe the agonizing heart. 
Some other and higher motive must influence him. 
And what other can it be, than the conviction of the 
solemn obligations he is under to himself, his country, 
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- and his God? Such an one knows no alternative. At 
the call of duty, however odious the task, he cheerfully 


vhs casts his mite into the scale of virtue, and raises his fee- 
e- ble arm to resist, in its course, the torrent of sin and sor- ' 
It, row, which is rushing through the land, enervating and 
er consuming whatever it touches. Nor does his spirits 
to fail, or his labors cease in the fearfulest hour of darkness 
le and doubt. With redoubled zeal, all his powers are ex- 
erted to arrest and destroy those pestilential diseases of 
th body and mind, which have so long been cherished in 





s [the bosom of society, and which momentarily threaten 
increased violence to every thing social, moral or divine. 
It is far less irksome to follow the nonsense and foppe- 
ries of modern days, through all their intricate windings, 
from the royal palace down to the beggar’s hovel, than 
to struggle in the mire of sin and wickedness; though 
itis confessed there is more danger of exciting Invective, 
virulence and hatred. People are extremely apt to put 
on the garment when they are conscious it fits them, 
however uncouthly it may set in the estimation of the 
- world. If you draw a likeness from a Chinese original, 
5; @  andit happens to have the same bloated cheeks, pro- 
h §—  jecting forehead and roman nose, of a man this side the 
Atlantic, he will rave and roar, and swear the author is 








ur a scoundrel, and deserves a dose of cold lead, or at least a 
it sound caning in the market place. 

n Every one is at liberty to exhibit vice as itis ; whether 
: it be cradled in the lap of royalty, cherished in cir- 
d 


cles of the young and gay, or engendering disease and 
of > pestilence in the chambers of death. Let, therefore, 
oman whois the inmate of sin, complain of ill treat- 
d, | ment. Vice is a troublesome guest. Whoever em- 


ce 


1g braces her, hugs to his bosom a scorpion. She is often 
t; ; found tacked to the skirts of a man’s coat—or seen im- 
‘“ § pudently gazing upon the modest spectator, through the 
¢ €xcressences upon the nose or face of the sons of mirth 
t and pleasure. It is acknowledged in these cases, if you 
, hit the maid, you hit the lover. But still he has no 


cause of complaint. Because, if a man will lie down 
} With swine, he must expect to rise with a portion of their 
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filth. If he will tread the courts of pollution, or frequent 
the assembly of uncourtly graces, he must expect the 
contagion to follow him, and if scofiing, derision, or 
even persecution succeed, he has none to curse for it 
but himself. CLE. 

—S SSS 
FOR THE CASKET. 

Mr. Canpip, 

Nothing at present, bids so fair to undermine the 
innocent gaiety, the simple, but genuine pleasures, the 
real happiness of the youth, of both sexes, as fashionable 
dissipation. 

I hope my fair readers will pardon me, if I attempt 
to unravel the mazes of error, into which many of their 
sex are led, while pursuing the ignis fatuus of false de- 
light. Often have I seen, with emotions of pity, females 
whose seraphic forms, struck the beholder with astonish- 
ment; whose sensibility charmed the mind, so infatu- 
ated with vain concerts and alluring vanities, that they 
become extremely disgusting to all around them. 

T'ashionable but trivial amusements, are too often the 
cause of allthis. Successive days and nights of false 
pleasure and dissipation, weaken the growing energies 
of the mind, obscure its brightest faculties, and will, if 
continued, eradicate every noble sentiment, and fill it 
with vain chimeras. 

Hence it is, that we find so many among the fair sex, 
whose minds are trifling, whose discourses are made up 
of empty phrases. Thus, Mr. Candid, is the beauty of 
creation greatly marred, (for woman is the ornament of 
all terrestrial beings that ever were created,) thus are 
health, beauty, and talents, offered at the shrine of fash- 
ion! Most of our fashionable beaux and belles, while 
under the control of reason, will confess, “ that many 
modern amusements are absurd and pernicious ;” yet 
they will exclaim, “ better be out of the world, than out 
of fashion!” This old maxim, many of them vere- 
fy by their conduct, and rather than be out of fashica, 
precipitate themselves from the world—the beaux, by 
inordinate excess; the belles, by exposing themselves 
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to unwholsome and piercing winds, in dresses that are 
not calculated to hide many of their beauties from the 
observers sight. 

One very fashionable amusement, in the city, as well 
as in the country, is dancing ; that murderer of time, 
that fell destroyer of youthful pleasures. I doubt not 
that many will think this observation unnecessarily se- 
vere; but had they truly seen the effects of it, they 
would think otherwise. If time is inestimably precious, 
the ways or means by which it 1s wasted, must be evil 
inthe extreme. By dancing, many hours are lost. It 
frequently happens, that young ladies, endowed by na- 
ture, with every grace, personal and mental, possessing 
many noble qualities, by frequenting balls, dancing as- 
semblies, &c. degenerate into contemptible coquettes. 
Observe a fashionable belle, the next day after she has 
attended a ball; will her countenance, her actions, indi- 
cate that the place she resorted to the evening before 
waggplace of pleasure? Surely not. 

AURELIUS. 
——»D + on 
From the Desk of Poor Robert, the Scribe. 
If your children you’d command 
Parents, keep a steady hand. 

Our parson used to say, “ Just as the twig Is bent the 
tree’s inclin’d,” and, therefore, every little fellow of us, 
rag-tag and bobtail, used to be obliged to say our cate- 
chism every Saturday afternoon. And methinks I can 
trace the influence of the serious lessons in the conduct 
and opimions of every man who was brought up under 
the venerable pastor. The government as well as edu- 
cation of children is a matter of the most momentous 
concern. Mrs. Hasty is as good a dispositioned woman 
as you will find in an hundred, but she “ don’t keep a 
steady hand” with her children. Tommy, said she, let 
that clock case alone. Tommy turned round, whistled 
for half a minute, and went to work at the clock again. 
lommy, said she, angrily, if you don’t let that clock 
alone I certainly will whip you. I never did see such 
* boy, said the mother, he don’t mind a word I say. 
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She continued her knitting while Tom continued at the 
clock case till over it tumbled and dashed the clock and 
case to pieces. The mother up with the tongs and 
knocked poor Tom sprawling among the ruins. ‘Tom 
roared like Bedlam, and the kind woman took him up 
in her lap—was sorry she had hurt him, but then he 
should learn to mind his mother, and giving him a piece 
of cake to stop. his crying picked up the ruins of the 
clock. What was the consequence? Why, Tom, who 
with “ asteady hand” to govern him, would have be- 
came a man of worth, turned out a hasty, ill-natured vil- 
lain. 

My neighbor Softly, good woman, don’t whip he: 
poor dear little children, however bad they may conduct, 
for they cry so loud and so long, she is afraid they will 
eo into fits. Yetshe keepsarod hanging up over the 
mantlepiece, threatening them every hour in the day. 

Old Captain Testy swore his children should be wel! 
governed. So he laid by a good hickory, and f ry 
trifling offence, thrashed his children till they we t- 
en into hardihood and shamelessness. When they ap- 
peared on the theatre of life, they were only fit for rob- 
bery and the whipping-post. 

How different was the government of my old friend, 
Aimwell, and his wife. Ili one corrected a child—the 
other never interfered. When the first ray of know- 
ledge began to dawn in their infant minds, they com- 
menced a steady course of proceeding. 

They never directed what was improper to be done— 
or misunderstood—but so long as the child resisted, 
through temper, they continued to punish until the tem- 
per yielded. A second whipping was rarely necessary. 
A steady hand—a mild but firm manner of issuing their 
commands, were always sure to produce obedience. It 
was an invariable rule with them when they were ina 
passion never to punish their children. Never to pro- 
mise the minutest thing to them without performing. 
And yet their children loved them most tenderly—wat- 
toned and played their little gambols around them with 

the utmost freedom. Yet at any time a look would awe 
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them into silence, and a word was sure to be followed 
bv the strictest obedience. If it was convenient they 
came to the table ; if not—without a murmur they wait- 
ed. They grew up patterns of filial obedience and af- 
fection, and added to society the most correct, useful 
and respectable members. 

Listen to old Robert; never strike a child while you 
are in anger. Never interfere with your husband or 
wife in the correction of a child in its presence. The 
parents must be united or there is an end to govern- 
ment. Never make light promises to children of re- 
wards or punishments; but scrupulously fulfil what 
you do promise. Begin early with your children. Break 
their temper if it is high while young, it may cost you 
and them a pang, but it will save you both fifty after- 
wards; and then be steady in your government. Use 
the rod sparingly—it is better and easier to command 
from their love and respect than by fear. Keep these 
r d my word for it, your children will be a happi- 
you while young, and an honor to you when they. 
grow up.——Gilcaner, 






— + 
VARIETY. 
For the Casket. 
MISERIES OF HUMAN LIFE. 

', To be at church, impressed with the solemnity of 
the occasion, and deeply interested in the importance of 
the sermon, and every five minutes during the service, 
to have the minister’s voice drowned, and your attention 
broken off by the stunning confusion of feet and doors, 
occasioned by the running in and out of Boys, and of the 
yelping and whining of Dogs. 

2. In the midst of a sublime description, or a strain. 
of rapturous eloquence, to have your ears assailed of 
a sudden, like the Adssing of adders, by half a dozen 
whishers, from as many quarters of the church. 

3. Ata party, where it is the fashion to play forfeiture,. 
to be obliged to receive a kiss from a gentleman, whom 
you loathe, or lose a valuable fawy:. 
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4. To ask an elegant, sweet singer for a song, and then, 
after half an hour spent, with mouth and ears open, at 
last be excused out of it. 

5. To hear a sweet singer in the midst of a tender 
and elegant strain, and to have a tale of slander, repeat- 
ing in an opposite corner of the room. 

6. To listen to‘a Conundrum, and study one half hour 
to find it out, and after all be told that it was only a quiz. 
—_— 

Froma Philadelphia fraper. 

Within twelve miles of this city, there is a small grave 
yard, fenced for the burial of negroes, and as most of 
that color are collected in the city, there had been no 
burials for many years, and the lot was overgrown with 


‘briars and thorns. 


Lately there was a burial of a negro child, which di- 
vers reputable people attended. The grave was ina 
thicket of brush and briars. A venerable Ger a- 
borer observed, that as there was no priest, he w 
some ¢ing— dat it was a shame not to cut dem pf 
dat if de day of resurrection was to come some éarke nite, 
lort! how de letel neger would get skraiched.” 






aI 


To the Fashionable World.—As a substitute for not at 
home, let the servant say his mistress is mot visible, or in- 
visible ; and at other times, that she is v7sidle ; and let 
there be a perfect understanding in the fashionable world 
of what the terms “ viszle and invisible” imply, so that 


neither rudeness nor ignorance may break in on those 


moments, which are either devoted to retirement, the 
family circle, or the well-chosen friend. 
stl 

Two girls of fashion lately entered an assembly room 
just as a fat citizen’s wife was quitting it. “ Ah,” said 
one of then, pretty loud, “ there is beef, a /a mode, com- 
ing out.” Yes,” retorted the city dame, “ and there 
is game going in.” 

A coquette has been compared to “ght wines, a 
every one éastes, but none buys. 
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For the Casket. 
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Mr. CANDID, 
I submit the following to your inspection, and if 
. EB you think it worthy of republication, you may insert it. It 
| was fublisheda few years since, in the paper firinted at 
- Stockbridge, but I have not the original by me, and, pier- 
| = hafis, it may be varied. PROTEUS. 


THE GRAND ASSIZE. 


Paraphrased from 2 Peter, 3d Chapter. 


. Nomore shall impious sinners, scoffing, say, 
_ What is the reason of his long delay ?” 
But know, blaspheming mortal, that the Lord 
Will not abate one tittle of his word ; 
is not slackness keeps you from the tomb, 
r 3 long-suffering yet suspends your doom : 
not willing, that vile man should die, 
Consign’d in everlasting flames to lie, 


’ But hath his word and providences sent, 
_ To cause each thoughtless mortal to repent. 





But his long-suffering will not always last— 

' To-morrow may the day of grace be past ; 

' For as, when on your beds you sleep secure, 

| The thief, at night, bursts ope your well-barr’d door, 
' The Lord will come—the heav’ns will pass away, 
— And horrid clangor wake the dreadful day ; 

a This earth, so firm, and all which we desire, 

7 3e lost in cateracts of living fire : 

Then turn, vile man, and mend your impious ways; 
Nor longer sin away the day of grace. 


What should the tenor of our lives appear, 
But hands unspotted, and a conscience clear ; 
Our lives be holy and our hearts unblam’d, 
That at his coming we be uot asham’d ? 

Yea, rather let us wait this glorious day, 
Looking and wishing for its fervent ray, 
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When the Almighty, in his wisdom calls 
His saints to glory in heav’n’s blissful walls, 
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To that mew heaven, where nothing can annoy, 


And every wo be drown’d in endless joy. 


Almighty Being ! God of matchless power! f 
Teach me before thy footstool to adore, 3 
Nor, too severely human frailties scan ; q 
But, “ ’midst the wreck of worlds, remember man !” 
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FOR THE CASKET. 


Lines in imitation of Sterne’s Maria. 







In a winding vale, where all was still, 
Except a limped, ever murm’ring rill, 
Lavinia sat, beneath a pleasing shade, 

That poplars tall, and weeping willows made. 


Her lovely form, once pleas’d the ravish’d 
But beauty since has took a rapid flight, 

And left her wo-worn frame. No more she 
With soft delight, the flow’rs and waving trees ; 






















No more she views, with joy, each rural scenc, 
The gentle cascades, and the vallies green : 

But grief, o’erpowering grief, her mind had fill’d, 
And love’s keen anguish all her bosom thrill’d ! 


Her silken auburn hair was not confin’d, 
But in loose tresses wanton’d in the wind. 
The prickly briar, and the pointed thorn 
Had piere’d her feet, and her soft garments torn ' 


+ 
~ Who can such sorrow see, 


Without one falling tear of sympathy ? 
Lavinia, may thy sorrows soon be o’er, 
May fraud, nor treach’ry break your peace no more. 





Those trickling riv’lets must ere long be dry ; 
Soon shall that heaving breast forget to sigh. 
Your gentle soul will cease to be distress’d, 
For heaven will take you to eternal rest. 


AURELIUS. 
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For the Casket. 
Mr. CANDID, 


The following 1s at your disfiosal. S, 
| DORINDA. 
Z The sun had sunk beneath the hill ; 
Birds sung the knell of parting day ; 
Close by the murmurs of a rill, 
The fair Dorinda, pensive, lay. 


The moon was full—the ev’ning clear ; 
The wind blew softly thro’ the grove, 
As musing by, I chanced to hear 
Her mourn her absent, perjur’d love. 


Curst be the hour, the fatal hour, 
When I believ’d the faithless swain, 
And put my virtue in his power, 
And lost what I can ne’er regain. 


artless heart knew no deceit ; 

swore he lov’d—I thought him true, 
he my ruin did complete, 

And left me thus my fate to rue. 






Beware, believing maids, nor trust 
Your virtue with deceitful man, 
Whose love is bounded by his lust, 

Nor lives beyond that date a span. 


She ceas’d—and uttering many a sigh, 
Cast round a wild, distracted look ; 
The hollow winds groan’d a reply, 
And she fell breathless in the brook. 
- ee ae 
PAT’S ECONOMY. 
Says Murphy to Pat, as they wander’d one day, 
‘“ Have you been to visit Wurtmuller’s Danae ; 
A fine fainted lady, quite naked, my dear, awe 
And twenty-five cents they ax you to see her.” 
“ Others may do as they please,” exclaimed Pat ; 
‘ Pil not spend my money so foolish as that, 
Since I can see live ladies, fainted as neat, 
“ls naked, for nothing, each day in the street.” 
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SONG 


BY DR. GOLDSMITH. 


The wretch condemn’d with life to part, 
Still, stull on hope relies ; 

And ev’ry pang that rends the heart, 
Bids expectation rise. 

Hope, like the glimm’ring taper’s light, 
Adorns and cheers the way ; 

And still, as darker grows the night, 
Emits a yo. ms, 


SITS QD sel a 


Editor's Garret. 


Here we take our stand,” 
Where * nought but Candour reigns.” 





in 


The soft breathings of the lyre of “ Aureliu 
a strain of tenderness that excites our sympa 
while as an infant bard he claims our indulge 
have no doubt that candid criticism will be disarmed of 
the severity of stricture. 

We most cordially welcome our correspondent, cS,’ 
to the poetic circle of our friends, and we invite his par- 
ticipation in our literary recreation, as often as may be 


agreeable. 


*,* Those of our subscribers, who have not paid the 
senate of their subscription, are informed that the car- 
rier is furnished with their receipts, and we trust that 
none will, unnecessarily, delay forwarding the small con: 
sideration which is due. 7 

——D > 
- Married, at Stillwater, Mr. Weed, to Miss Edm. 


The Elm grew, and grew indeed, 
Till at last it grew a Weed. 
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